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Pericles frtnce of Tyre 

That dill records within one, or when 
She would with rich and conftant pen, 
Vaile to her Miftreffe Dian (till. 

This Thtlattn con tents in f kill 

With abfoiute Mann a : fo 

The Done of Paphos might with the crow 

Vie feathers w/iite, Manna gets 

All praifes, which a:e patdeby debts. 

And not as giuen.thisfodarkes 
Jn Pbyloten ali gracefull markes, 

That Cleans wife with enuy rare, 

A preftm murderer does prepare 
For good LManna, that her daughter 
Might (land peereleffcby thisflaughtcr A 
The foonet her vile thoughts to (lead, 
Lyeboriiaont Nurfeirdead, 

And curfsd Diontz .a hath 
The pregnant inftrument of wrath. 

Preft for this blow, the ynbotne cuent, 

I do commend to your content. 

Only I carried winged Time, 

Pofte on the lame feeteof ray rime 
Which neucr could I Co conuay, A 
Vnleffc yaur thoughts went on my way. 
Ditniza doth appeare, 

W ith Leonine a murderer. Exit. 
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Enter Dioniaa and Leonine. 

Dion. Thy oath remember, thou haft fworne to o'o if,tis but a 
blow, which neuerfliall beknowne , thou eanftnotdoa thing io 
the world fo foonc, to yeeld thee fo much profit , let not eonfei- 
*nce which is but cold, in fl aming thy loue bofome, enflatne too 
nicely- nor let pitty, which cuen women hatte caft off, melt thee 
bur be a foldiourtothy purpoft. 

Leon. I wii! doo’t, but yet (he is a goodly creature. 

Dion. The fitter then the Gods fhould haue her, 
Heerefhccoracswcepingfor bet oweJy Miftreffe death, 
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pir isles Prince of Tyre 

Thou artrcfolu'd? 

Leon. I am refolu'd. 

Enter Mnrina with * bafkyt, ef flower r. 

Mar. No : I will robbe 7 eUtu of her wecde,'to ftrtw thy greene 
with Flowers :theyellowes,blewcs,the purple Violets, and Ma- 
rigolds, (hall as a Carpet hang ypon thy graue, while Summer 
dayes do laft. Aye me poore maide,borne in a cempeft, when my 
mother didetthis world to me is like a lading ftorrac,rac hurrying 
from my friends. 

Dttn. How now Marino ? why dc’yeweepe alone > l <Ccpp ^ 
Howchauce my daughter is not with you ? 

Doc notconfume my blood with forrowing, - ok • 

You haue a tuirfe of me. Lord how your fauour’s 
Chang’d with thijyuprofitable woe: 

Come giue me your flowers, ere the ft a roarre it, 

Walke with Leonine , the ay re is quicke there. 

And it pierces aud fharpe ns the ftomacke ; 

Come Leonine take her by the arme, walke with her. 

Mar. No I pray you, lie not bereaue you of your feruant. 

Dion. Come, come , lie louctheKing your father, and your 
felfe , with more then foiraine heart : wee eqery day expet him 
heere, when hee fhall come and finde our Paragon „ to all reports 
thus blafted^Hec will rtpent the breadth ot his great yoyagc A 
blame both my Lord and mce, that wee haue taken no care to 
your beft coutfe. Go I pray you, walke and be chierfull once a- 
. gainc ; tcferuc that excellent completion , which did fteale the 
eyesofyongandold^ . 

Care not for me, lean goe home alone. 

Mar. Weil, I will go, but yet I bane no defire to it. 

Dion. Come come, I know ’tis good for you .* 

Walke halfe an howre Leonine, at the leaft, 

Rememcr what I haue faid. 

Leon. 1 warrant you Madam. 

Dion, lie leaue you my fweet Ladyi, '^for a while? pray walke 
(bftly , doe uot heate your bio od ; what , I »uft hanc a care of p , 
you, 

F % Mar 


/ 

ftooc . 





mm 1 0 


20 


30 


40 


50 


60 


70 


80 


90 



200 




240 250 260 270 280 290 



300 



